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“My Beloved to me, and I to Him, who feedeth 
among the lilies.” 
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Thoughts from Cardinal Newman. 





The Holy Sacrifice of the Mass. 


= 211 OTHING is so consoling, so piercing, so thrilling, 
so overcoming, as the Mass. I could attend Masses 
forever and not be tired. It is not a mere form 
of words — it is a great action, the greatest action 
that can be on earth. It is not the invocation 
merely, but, if | dare use the word, the evocation of the Eter- 
nal. He becomes present on the altar in flesh and blood, before 
whom angels bow and devils tremble. 

This is that awful event which is the scope, and the inter- 
pretation, of every part of the solemnity. Words are necessary, 
but as means, not as ends; they are not mere addresses to the 
throne of grace, they are the instruments of what is far higher, 
of consecration, of sacrifice. They hurry on, as if impatient to 
fulfill their mission. Quickly they go, the whole is quick; for 
they are awful words of sacrifice, they are a work too great to 
delay upon. Quickly they pass; for the Lord Jesus goes with 
them, as He passed along the lake in the days of His flesh, quickly 
calling first one and then another. Quickly they pass, because 
as the lightning which shineth from one part of the heaven unto 
the other, so is the coming of the Son of Man. 
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Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament. 


The Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament is one of the 
simplest rites of the Church. The priests enter and kneel down; 
one of them unlocks the tabernacle and takes out the Blessed 
Sacrament, inserts it upright in a monstrance of precious metal, 
and sets it in a conspicuous place above the altar, in the midst 
of lights, for all to see. The people then begin to sing; mean- 
while the priest offers incense to the King of heaven, before 
whom he is kneeling. Then he takes the monstrance in his 
hands, and turning to the people blesses them with the Most 
Holy, in the form of a cross, while the bell is sounded by one 
of the attendants to call attention to the ceremony. 

It is our Lord’s solemn benediction of His people, as when 
He lifted up His hands over the children, or when He blessed 
His chosen ones when He ascended up from Mount Olivet. As 
sons might come before a parent before going to bed at night, 
so, once or twice a week, the great Catholic family comes before 
the Eternal Father, after the bustle and toil of the day, and He 
smiles upon them, and sheds upon them the light of His coun- 
tenance. It is a full accomplishment of what the priest in the 
Old Law invoked upon the Israelites: “The Lord bless thee and 
keep thee; the Lord show His face to thee and have mercy on 
thee; the Lord turn His countenance to thee and give thee 
peace.” Can there be a more touching rite, even in the judgment 
of those who do not believe it? How many a man, not a 
Catholic, is moved on seeing it, to say, “Oh, that I did but 
believe it!” when he sees the priest take up the Fount of Mercy, 
and the people bent low in adoration! It is one of the most 
beautiful, natural, and soothing actions of the Church. 


Confession. 


Many persons in this world in trials, doubts, or time of 
desolation feel the necessity of pouring out their hearts to some 
one, unheard by the rest of the world. They feel urged to do 
so, but cannot make up their minds to reveal their interior to 
those who are constantly about them; they would like to explain 
themselves but their explanation should remain a secret; he, to 
whom they confide their troubles, should be strong enough to 
bear their weaknesses, and still not so severe as to despise 
them. They long for some one who will give them advice, who 
feels compassion for them; they would like to rid themselves of 
their burden, find consolation, have the consciousness that some- 
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body thinks of them, in whom from time to time they can 
confide. How many a non-Catholic would hail such an institu- 
tion with delight, even though it had no sacramental origin, nor 
carried with it pardon and grace. 

If there is anything heavenly in the Catholic Church, it is, 
next to the Blessed Sacrament, confession. And heavenly it is, in 
truth, in its arrangement. Even the exterior act of kneeling 
down, the whispering voice, the sign of the cross, and the words 
of peace and blessing, are full of heavenly consolation, full of 
that peace which the world can never give. What a soul- 
strengthening calm, that finds expression in tears of happiness, is 
poured out over the soul of the penitent, in the words of Holy 
Scripture “like oil of joy,” when he at last arises, reconciled with 
God and unburdened of his sins. 


QOS SH 


God’s Nearness. 





V7, i NE thought especially ought to incite us to devotion 
to the Most Blessed Sacrament, namely, the nearness 

4 of God, His abiding with us. Mindful of His 

2X promise: “I am with you all days, even to the con- 
summation of the world” (Matt. xxviii. 20), God finds His delight 
to dwell among us children of men. But where does He dwell 
continually? You all know where it is. Direct your gaze to the 
altar, to the tabernacle: behold, there is “the tabernacle of God 
among men;” behold, there is the new and holy city of Jerusalem 
which St. John beheld in rapture, beautifully adorned as a bride 
descending from heaven. Truly, “terrible is this place; it is no 
other but the house of God, and the gate of heaven” (Gen. 17). 

A friend once said to John of Avila: “If Jerusalem were in 
the hands of the Christians, and I could take up my abode 
there, oh, how happy would I be in the grotto of Bethlehem, at 
the Cenacle (room of the Last Supper), on Mount Calvary and 
at the holy sepulchre.” 

“What,” replied the holy man briefly and to the point, “have 
we not the Blessed Sacrament here with us?” By these words 
he wished to say: Him, for whose sake you so highly esteem 
these places, yes, Him you have here truly and substantially 
present under the sacramental veils. 
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“Thou art nigh unto us, O Lord,” exclaims the royal psalmist, 
and Moses calls his people Israel happy, because “no other nation 
hath gods so nigh them as our God” (Deut. iv. 7). And yet God 
manifested His special presence then only in the Jewish tabernacle 
of the Old Law, and later on in Jerusalem, therefore in one 
place only. The Israelites who wished to go to their God had 
to go to this particular place, which for most of them was a 
long journey. 

On the other hand, how near is God to us. To us, far more 
than to the Israelites, may be applied the words of David and 
Moses. God abides with us in nearly every church. No one 
needs to travel far. For us God is truly the Emanuel, i. e., God 
with us. 

God’s nearness to us is designated by Hettinger, the famous 
writer, as the deepest essence of all religion. “God far from 
man, man far from God, this is the essence of irreligion in 
do¢trine and life, in whatever forms they may appear. Paganism, 
what is it, but the loud, powerful call of humanity for their God 
whom they have lost, who had concealed Himself behind the 
curtain of His creation.” O marvel of marvels! God so near 
to us! 

Dear reader, what ingratitude were it not if we failed to 
zealously visit and honor this great and good God, who thus 
abases Himself by concealing Himself beneath the insignificant 
form of bread, in order to be able ever to remain with us, and 
still not dazzle us by His splendor. 

Lavater, a Protestant clergyman and poet, once said: “Could 
I believe that Christ is present in the Blessed Sacrament, I would 
ever remain on my knees in adoration.” 

Prince Hohenlohe expresses himself similarly in his memoirs 
saying: “Had I the faith of the crusaders, and were | convinced 
that Christ is present upon the altar in the monstrance, I could 
never more leave the church, but would lie prostrate before the 
Blessed Sacrament all the day long, and would become a monk 
of the strictest observance.” 


DOS OS 


REMARK.—Here we wish to remark, that private revelations, according to the 
decrees of Pope Urban VIII. in the year 1634 and 1641, in so far as the 
Church has not decided upon them, claim only human credence. 











Heroic Sacrifice of a Child. 


(An episode connected with the innundations of the Seine in France.) 





1] RAVEROLLES, a hamlet on a small island of the 
Seine, was inhabited by about forty families. It 
boasted a small church where the holy Sacrifice 
was offered several times a week by the assistant 
<4} priest of Rigny. The privileged little Mass-server, 
Peter Hureau, was a bright boy of eleven, and a child of unusual 
piety. He was preparing for his first Holy Communion which 
he hoped to receive in the coming beautiful month of May, 1910. 

On the morning of Jan. 28th, as little Peter crossed the 
bridge, on his way to school at Rigny, he noticed the water had 
risen since the day before. But the hamlet was much higher 
than the stream, and he had often heard it said that there was 
no danger of an overflow of the Seine. 





Godless School. 


Peter walked along, his dinner-basket on his arm, engaged 
in reviewing his lesson. An extraordinary task it was! He was 
supposed to memorize a fable by La Fountaine, according to the 
latest edition published for use in the state schools: “The little 
fish becomes a big fish — if life is given it.” 

The priest had shown Peter the old edition in which the 
name of God occurred, and the little fellow consequently learned 
the verse according to the old version. Peter arrived at school 
punctually. When the teacher called on him to recite the strophe, 
he repeated unhesitatingly: “The little fish becomes a big fish, 
if God does give it life.” 

“Little rascal, you know that the name of God may not be 
pronounced here!” 








72 Tabernacle and Purgatory 


“But LaFountaine has the name of God in his fable.” 

“Impudent lad! you will write this fable three times. More- 
over God does not exist, that is only an invention of priests. 
Learned persons do not believe it.” 

“But Pasteur was learned and he believed in God.” 

“Who told you so!” 

“Our priest.” 

“He is a blockhead!” 

“Who, Pasteur?” 

“Peter Hureau, you shall have nothing for your dinner but 
dry bread!” 

The boy was silent. His companions loved him and showed 
their displeasure over the threatened punishment. _Ill-humoredly 
the teacher began to dictate: “The century of light has dispelled 
the darkness of ignorance. People no longer believe in super- 
Stitions; science has delivered us from the vain fears of the past; 
science secures us against earthquakes, floods...” 

The children looked at one another, scarcely able to repress 
their laughter. For two days the Seine had steadily risen. Al- 
though the consequences were not yet serious, still it was im- 
prudent under the circumstances to declare that floods were no 
longer possible. 

But the teacher continued, “In such dangers the people no 
longer raise their hands trembling to heaven, they no longer go 
in processions through cities and towns carrying supposed relics, 
bones of St. Ursula, teeth of St. Polycarp, and the Host in the 
monstrance...” With one accord the pupils laid down their pens. 

“Sir,” exclaimed Peter, “you are scoffing at our religion, you 
are violating neutrality!” 

“Ah,” replied the teacher mockingly, “this you were also 
told by your priest. Continue to write or I shall not deal gently 
with you!” 

“We will never write blasphemies !” 

All the children left the room. Peter entered the church to 
make atonement for the offenses just now committed against 
our Lord, unable to restrain his tears at the sad remembrance. 

The freethinker realized that he had gone too far, and 
feared that complaints from different families might bring about 
serious results. He had therefore released Peter from the threat- 
ened punishment and returned his dinner-basket. During the 
afternoon he carefully avoided making mention of God, relics, 
or processions. 
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The Flood. 


It was with a sad heart that Peter started home at four 
o'clock; a heavy burden seemed to weigh upon him. As he 
passed along he noticed that the Seine had risen considerably 
since morning. In the distance meadows were under water, 
presenting a broad, grey surface with surging waves, here and 
there broken by protruding tree-tops. He admired the spectacle, 
but felt no fear. Graverolles, he thought, was beyond danger. 

Thus he quietly turned aside from the ordinary road and 
ascended a by-path, to the edge of a small wood, where stood 
a Statue of the Blessed Virgin. A half hour’s walk brought him 
to the spot. Although it was now twilight he nevertheless knelt 
there a long time, praying Mary to pardon the infidelity of his 
teacher. He also prayed fervently for the grace soon to receive 
a worthy first Holy Communion. At length he started home. 
But when he arrived at Graverolles, he found the water nearly 
as high as the bridge. Greatly frightened he hastened his steps. 

Soon he reached his parents’ house but it was deserted, as 
were the neighboring houses also. The river had broken through 
its boundaries in several places, and now threatened the entire. 
hamlet with destruction. The people had fled. Peter’s parents 
had evidently hoped to meet him on his way from school, but 
he had taken another path. He decided, therefore, to return 
to Rigny with all possible speed. As he passed the chapel, his 
attention was attracted by the perpetual light burning before 
the Blessed Sacrament. Doubtless the chaplain was ignorant of 
the high water; moreover, he was not expected to return before 
morning. By that time the chapel would certainly be flooded. 
What was to be done? Guided by divine inspiration, Peter, 
without further reflection, resolved to carry the ciborium with 
him to Rigny. 

But, alas! The sacristan had put away the tabernacle key. 
He searched for it long in the twilight. Time passed rapidly. 
Meantime the howling wind and roaring waters waxed louder, 
threatening harm and destruction. 

At last, the key is found. The boy hastens to the chapel, 
up to his knees in water. Fortunately the chapel is a few steps 
higher than the street. He enters. The flood, rising every mo- 
ment, presses in after him. He runs to the tabernacle, opens 
it and takes out the ciborium. As he steps again into the 
Street, he finds himself waist deep in water. Vainly he struggles 
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to move forward. The water is too deep and he can scarcely 
Stand erect. 


He Is Seized with Dreadful Fear. 


With great difficulty he returns to the chapel: he is locked 
in, a prisoner with his God. He places the ciborium upon the 
altar and kneels down at the railing. Suddenly he is seized 
with dreadful fear: if the flood should rise, he must perish here, 
alone! — All alone? No, Jesus is with him. However, he cannot 
receive Him, he must die without having made his first Holy 
Communion! His eyes fill with tears. 

He prays... but soon he feels chilled. His clothes are 
soaked. He shivers... 

“My God, my God, do not abandon me!” 

An hour passes in this state of dread. 

He prays... But the flood rises and reaches the communion- 
rail. Peter mounts the upper altarstep. Another, apparently 
endless hour is passed. 

He prays... the water is still rising. “My Jesus, forgive me 
if | seek refuge near Thee.” He climbs upon the altar. O how 
slowly time is passing! — 

He prays... ever higher and higher rises the water, its dis- 
astrous roar resounding through the chapel; the little red light 
grows dimmer pointing out the impending danger. 

He prays... a wave sweeps over the altar table; Peter seizes 
the ciborium — what else can he do?—he climbs higher up on 
the projecting shelf, then upon the tabernacle into the niche 
where so often the monstrance had rested. He presses the sacred 
vessel close to his bosom. 

A thought suggests itself. “If the water keeps on rising, | 
shall drown; I can’t mount any higher. But might I not give 
myself Holy Communion before I die?” He ventures not to 
answer this question. 

The chill grows more severe, and he shivers from head to 
foot. Fever now makes itself felt. He sits down in the narrow 
space which is still untouched by the water, and leans back 
against the wall. His lips still move in prayer, while the cibo- 
rium is closely pressed to his heart. — He feels his strength 
gradually leaving him, — dullness and sleepiness creep over 
him, and his head sinks forward upon his breast. 

The water rises no higher: it surges about the tabernacle 
and the sleeping child, the living monstrance. 
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When morning dawned, a small boat could be seen carefully 
plying its way through Graverolles. It was occupied by two 
men and a priest. The chapel door is open, they enter. What 
an amazing spectacle meets their eyes — the boy, white as a 
Host, his head bowed forward, immovable upon the tabernacle! 

“Peter,” called the chaplain. There was no reply. They 
rowed up closer and as they carefully lifted the boy down, they 
saw the ciborium in his hands. As he was laid into the boat, 
he slowly opened his eyes. 

“Peter,” said the priest, “are you chilled?” He smiled as 
he answered, “No.” 

“Peter, are you hungry?” Again a faint smile, and “Yes,” 
fell softly from his lips. 

“Would you like a little bread and wine?” Faintly he shook 
his head. 

“What do you wish, my dear child?” With a weak gesture 
the little hero pointed to the ciborium. 


“Ecce Agnus Dei...” 


The priest deeply moved looked heavenward, his eyes glis- 
tening with tears. 

“Yes, my dear Peter,” he said, “yes, you have deserved 
your Jesus since you have rescued Him.” And he took a sacred 
Host, “Ecce Agnus Dei...” Behold the Lamb of God... and 
placed It as Viaticum upon the boy’s tongue. Little Peter smiled 
gently, closed his eyes and began to pray. 

“Let us return at once,” said the priest to the two men. 
“We must immediately row back to Rigny where his parents 
are weeping and mourning his loss.” 

The boat moved out, slowly gliding through the ruins. The 
sun had risen bright and shed its rays upon the awful disaster. 
Some of its first beams played about the child and he began to 
move. Then a slight trembling, a sigh, and Peter’s soul ascended 
to heaven, a sacrificial victim for guilt-laden France. 


QO SOS SOS 


APPROBATION AND RECOMMENDATION. I beg to say that your 
periodical of the Blessed Sacrament, “TABERNACLE AND PURGA- 


TORY,” has my hearty approval and recommendation. 
St. Joseph, Mo., May 25, 1905. > M. F. BURKE 
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An Our Father at the Consecration. 





{UT through the stillness and gloom of the early 
autumn morning, sounds the silvery peal of a 
bell. It is the kind and cheerful call from the 
neighboring church, inviting the faithful to come 
to Mass. Many, alas! hear not this joyous sum- 
mons. Some will not be roused from slumber at this early hour - 
while others heedlessly hasten onwards to shop or factory, where 
day by day they seek a living in their monotonous task. Many 
devout Christians, however, heed the inspiring call, and with 
hearts uplifted, direct their steps towards the Franciscan church. 
Within dwells their God and Saviour, awaiting in the Blessed 
Sacrament the first greeting, the first fresh outpouring of their 
hearts, before they are claimed by their daily work. 

Among these latter could be seen a young girl, trudging 
through the deep snow, which thus early decks earth in her 
winter mantle, and transforms with fairy art the grimy roofs of 
the big city. Apparently the walk costs her much. Her slender 
frame is bending forward, and now and again a hacking cough 
escapes her panting bosom. Nevertheless, the poor seamstress 
fails not to make this trip each morning, regardless of falling 
snow or pelting rain. 

Early in life she had lost both parents, and she now works 
in the factory for her daily bread. Always weak and delicate, she 
had much to suffer from sickness and trials, so that it seemed 
she had been born for trials and sufferings. But she accepted 
all with truly Christian fortitude, and heroically offered herself 
to God. Her humility made her think her life useless, and she 
often secretly mourned that she was doing so little good. Un- 
consciously one of God’s favorites! 





“Won’t You Pray an Our Father for Me Too?” 


The world sees not nor recognizes such beauty of soul, and 
oftentimes has but contempt and scorn for these hidden virtues. 
This was also the experience of Elizabeth, our young seamstress. 
It frequently happened that even on her way to church she was 
accosted with taunts and gibes by passing laborers. This morning 
she had just reached the church square, when she was approached 
by two workmen. Timorously she stepped aside. With a kindly 
greeting the two men lifted their hats, and the younger said to 
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his companion, “This good girl is going to church already so 
early this morning.” Then turning to Elizabeth he added, “Won’t 
you pray an Our Father for me too?” 

Elizabeth knew not whether the man spoke in jest or in 
earnest; but she replied, “Certainly, I will, if you wish it.” 

“That’s very kind of you,” said the laborer much gratified, 
“but it would please me still more, if you would say the Our 
Father for me at the consecration, for at that time prayer is 
doubly efficacious.” 

“I will do so,” said the girl. Again raising his hat and ex- 
pressing his gratitude, the young man passed on. Elizabeth 
rejoiced, and her eyes followed him as she thought: Not an Our 
Father only, but the entire holy Sacrifice I will today offer to 
God for this good man. He was surely in earnest when asking 
the favor, and certainly has a lively faith, or he would not set 
such high value on prayer said at the consecration. God be 
praised, there are still some good people. 


The Fatal Fall. 


Holy Mass was over, and Elizabeth, enjoying the sweet peace 
of heart which is the fruit of every good deed, started on her 
way. She had gone some distance, when her attention was 
attracted by a crowd which had collected in front of the W... 
shoe factory. Some accident must have occurred, she thought, as 
she hastened her steps. Just then a little boy came running that 
way, and in reply to her questioning, he said that one of the 
laborers was badly hurt. He had slipped in the yard of the 
factory, and in trying to keep from falling, had caught hold of 
a large oil cask, which on account of the soft snow began to 
roll, and threw the unfortunate man down with such force, as to 
cause a gaping wound and leave him unconscious. 

His fellow-workmen sympathetically surrounded him. The 
foreman was kneeling in the snow examining the wound while 
they waited for the physician. 

“It’s a dangerous gash,” he murmured, “he can’t possibly 
be saved; what a pity for this fine young man.” 

Thereupon, one of the elderly workmen said, “If he is in 
such danger, hadn’t we better call a priest?” 


“Yes, He Is a Catholic.” 


“But how do we know whether or not he is a Catholic? He 
has not worked here long, and his papers are over in the office 
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which is still closed. There is no time to lose. What shall we 
do?” and the foreman looked around in perplexity. Suddenly 
a voice from the crowd was heard saying, “Yes, he is a Catholic 
and I will call a priest at once.” 

It was Elizabeth who spoke. She had pressed through the 
crowd and recognized in the prostrate form the laborer, who, 
scarcely an hour ago, had begged her for an Our Father. She 
heard the foreman’s last words, and realized the danger of the 
unfortunate man. As speedily as her feet could carry her, she 
hastened back to the monastery church and told the brother 
sacristan about the accident, begging him to ask a priest to go 
to the dying man immediately. The girl said a short ejaculatory 
prayer before the tabernacle for the unfortunate man, and then 
hurried away in order to be on time at her work. 

The next day was Sunday. Elizabeth was anxious to know 
whether the young man had died, and, if so, she wished to see him 
once more at the morgue. What she had expected proved true. 
A plain coffin decorated with flowers and candles held the mortal 
remains of the young laborer, a smile upon his countenance 
even in death. “His sufferings are over,” she said softly, “he 
ended well.” 

Long and silently she had gazed at the corpse, when a small 
party of mourners approached, and the girl withdrew. They 
were an elderly woman, simple in appearance, two young girls 
and a boy of about fifteen. Breaking out in sobs, the woman 
went up to her son’s coffin, and the children too wept bitterly 
over their loved brother. It was not long, however, before the 
mother regained her self-control and dried her tears. 


“God Will Reward Her for It.” 


“How peacefully he slumbers! Yes, children,” she said, “my 
only consolation is that he died such a beautiful death. The 
accident had scarcely occurred before a priest was on the spot; 
no one knows where he came from. They say that a girl who 
was just coming from church called him. And it was not a 
moment too soon; for only a few minutes after he received the 
last sacraments, he lost consciousness and never regained it. 
Nobody could tell me the good girl’s name. If I knew who she 
was, | would thank her on my knees for this great act of charity 
towards my child. But God will reward her for it.” 

With tears in her eyes, Elizabeth silently slipped away. “Not 
I have obtained this grace for him,” she said humbly, “it was 
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the blessing and efficacy of holy Mass. My God, I thank Thee 
for having chosen me to be Thy instrument. I will no longer 
lament that I am doing so little good, for I realize that by de- 
voutly assisting at holy Mass, I can give Thee honor, aid my 
fellow-men and gather immeasurable treasures for eternity.” 

M. Cortona. 


DODO SS 


The Most Beautiful Drive of His Life. 





NE day in the fall of 1914, a closed vehicle could be seen 
driving along a lonely country road in Belgium. A bearded 
soldier held the reins and guided the carriage with great 

attention, carefully avoiding the ruts, stones and various other 
obstacles along the way. Although the German troops had re- 
paired the road as well as possible for their transportations, there 
were Still many holes made by bomb-shells, a single one of 
which would have been sufficient to swallow up the entire 
vehicle. The ravages of war had wrought great havoc there. 
The trampled fields were strewn with broken weapons and ar- 
tillery; here and there could be seen a cross marking soldiers’ 
graves. 

The carriage moved on past blackened ruins, of what had 
once been pretty hamlets and smiling villages, and past orchards 
now laid waste, whose full beauty had so recently basked in the 
autumn sunshine. And ever as the driver so carefully guided 
his team, he sang unceasingly. Pious aud edifying were the 
hymns that passed his lips, their sweet notes gently soothing the 
desolate stillness. “Sion, praise thy Shepherd,” “Jesus, true food 
of souls,” and other hymns in honor of the Blessed Sacrament 
were again and again intoned in that beautiful, rich base voice. 

Why this jubilant mood of the soldier? Why these seem- 
ingly uncalled-for outbursts in the very midst of desolation? We 
shall see. Two nuns were seated in the carriage devoutly pray- 
ing the rosary, and the elder held with profound reverence, a 
ciborium carefully wrapped, in which reposed our Lord Himself 
in the lowly form of consecrated hosts. 

When the conflict between the German and Belgian armies 
took place in this locality, the battle raged in the immediate 
vicinity of a convent. Put to flight in such great haste, the 
religious had no time to take the Blessed Sacrament from the 
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church in order to secure It in a place of safety. After the 
battle was ended, the superior of a neighboring convent, having 
heard of this, hastened to the spot with another sister to rescue 
the Blessed Sacrament, if still possible. The commanders of the 
German militia willingly gave them a written permit to this 
effect, besides the use of a vehicle and a soldier for a coachman. 
The nuns found the church and convent in ruins, but fortunately 
the tabernacle had not been injured. The soldier carefully 
burst open the door of the tabernacle, whereupon the superior 
reverently took out the ciborium. Then they immediately set 
out on their homeward journey. 

This it was that called forth the most beautiful church 
hymns the soldier knew. The two nuns were greatly pleased 
and edified at his behavior. When they reached their own 
convent, the superior offered him a gift, he, however, resolutely 
refused to accept it. As she expressed to him her gratitude for 
the aid he had given, he gave the touching answer: “Venerable 
Mother, this was the most beautiful drive of my life. Just imagine 
to be permitted to take our Lord Himself out for a drive! It 
would never do to let our Lord pass along without singing the 
Eucharistic hymns in His honor. O how happy my mother will 
be when I tell her of this drive!” 


OOHOS OS 


The Great Power of the World. 









CEH, Se God is with us when we pray. Of the truth of 
this statement, Donoso Cortes, the Spanish states- 
man (1809 — 1853), was profoundly convinced. 
| He had held various high offices in the state and 
government, and was finally sent as ambassador to Paris. He 
wrote much for the betterment of his fellow-men, and many of 
his writings were of a profound and serious nature. 

With regard to the power of prayer, he made the following 
memorable declaration: “I believe that they who pray, do greater 
things for the world than they who fight battles. If the world is 
continually growing worse, it is because there is more fighting 
done than praying. Were it vouchsafed us to cast a glance into 
God’s mysteries and those of history, | am convinced that we 


a F God is with us, who can be against us?” But 
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would marvel at the wonderful power of prayer, even in purely 
human affairs. I am so firmly convinced of this, that I dare 
assert, that if there were a single hour of a single day in which 
no prayer ascended from earth to heaven, this hour and this day 
would be the last for our world.” Truly, amazing words from 
the pen of this Spanish statesman. 

The saints, moreover, expressed themselves not less forcibly 
regarding the efficacy and effects of prayer. St. John Chrysostom 
says: “The power and benefit of prayer is great; it makes the 
earthly man heavenly; for what can be imagined that is holier 
than they who have continual intercourse with God? What more 
just, more beautiful, more wise, than such persons? If they who 
frequently associate with the wise become in a short time wise 
and prudent, what must be the transformation of those who by 
frequent prayer communicate with the eternal and supreme . 
Wisdom? How wise, virtuous, devout, and temperate do they 
not become through prayer!” 

When in the fall of 1871, the Liberals gained many victories 
in Germany to the great detriment of Catholics, the excellent 
Catholic leader, August Reichensberger, expressed himself thus: 
“Heavy defeats for the Catholics which can scarcely be repaired! 
Upon the whole, the oppression from liberalism so hostile to 
religion, is becoming ever more intolerable and irresistable. For- 
tunately, there are still millions who are praying.” This sen- 
tence Reichensberger pronounced with special emphasis. In 
truth, he was not deceived regarding the prayer of millions. 
And prayer contributed the principal part to the glorious victory 
of the Catholic cause in Germany. 

Benjamin Franklin, statesmen and author (1706 — 1790), 
who commenced his career as a soap-boiler and an apprentice ina 
book-bindery, worked himself up to be one of the most shrewd 
and artful politicians; he became the father of the American 
press, the inventor of the lightning-rod, and governor of Penn- 
sylvania. This man, who in the days of his impetuous youth, 
by associating with bad company had lost his faith in God, but 
by long and bitter experience had once more regained his belief 
in the Almighty, recommended in the last years of his life, that 
at the beginning of each session of Congress, prayers should be 
said. 

He based his proposal upon these words: “I have lived long 
enough to know that God rules the affairs of men, and the 
longer I live, the more convincing are the proofs I see of this 
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truth. If without His knowledge not a sparrow falls to the 
ground, were it then possible that without His aid a nation should 
come into existence?” 

When the French saw the Bavarian and German soldiers 
praying in the churches, they exclaimed, “The Germans must 
conquer because they pray!” 

The history of the Jewish people and Church history from 
the time of Christ to the present day, offer numberless and 
Striking proofs of the power and efficacy of prayer, so that even 
Goethe, a Protestant poet, declares: “All the epochs of the 
world’s history in which faith and prayer prevailed, are glorious, 
elevating, and fruitful, and not only for the present, but for all 
generations. On the other hand, all ages in which infidelity 
prevailed, became oblivious.” 

Hermann von Mallinckrodt, the great champion of the Ger- 
man Catholic cause, on February 7, 1874, pronounced these 
truly precious words: “We may ask what hopes have we in this 
unhappy Kulturkampf? Well, I say, speaking from an ordinary 
human standpoint, the prospects would be to fall honorably — 
and this were better than to bend one’s neck in disgrace under 
tyranny. But from a Christian standpoint I say: We pray and 
place our firm trust in God the Almighty.” And, indeed, his 
confidence was not in vain. 

While the Israelites were engaged in a fierce battle with the 
Amelecites, Moses remained on the mountain and prayed with 
arms uplifted. “And when Moses lifted up his hands, Israel 
overcame; but if he let them down a little, Amelec overcame” 
(Exod. xvii. 11). 

By prayer Judith was strengthened to go to the camp of 
Holofernes at the risk of her life, and cut off his head, and thus 
delivered her native city of Bethulia. We all know of the great 
battles and glorious victories of the Machabees. These Macha- 
bees, however, were men of prayer as well as heroes in war, for 
Holy Scripture says: “And the assembly was gathered that they 
might be ready for battle, and that they might pray, and ask 
mercy and compassion” (Mach. iii. 44). “Fighting with their 
hands, but praying to the Lord with their hearts” (Mach. xv. 27). 

The present terrible struggle which is tearing the Christian 
nations asunder, can be brought to an end only by the prayers 
of the faithful. Let us pray without ceasing, according to the 
Holy Father’s intention, that peace may once more be established. 
With all strength and fervor let us pray to the great Prince of 
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peace, gathering about the silent Dweller of the tabernacle, that 
the peace which He alone can give, may reign once more on 
earth. Then will peace return, and the Church triumph. 

We have in stock a most instructive little treatise, “Prayer, 
Its Power and Glory.” This little work speaks of the necessity 
of prayer, its excellence and power, its merit and requirements. 
It is a simple, clear and forcible explanation. The price is 25 
cents per five copies; 100 copies, $4.00. An excellent booklet 
for wide circulation, which will undoubtedly effect untold good. 
It is admirably suited for distribution in sodalities and societies, 
and for the church rack. 


QO HOSS 


The Resuscitation of Our Good Works. 





ORTAL sin, as we know, robs man of the great treasure, 
sanctifying grace, and all merits, so that, were he to die 
in this condition, he would receive no reward for any 

good works he had ever done. Furthermore, mortal sin destroys 
the supernatural life of the soul. A person in the state of mortal 
sin can do nothing meritorious for heaven. Therefore, he, who 
in the state of mortal sin prays, gives alms, etc., performs a 
good work, it is true, and God will reward him for it in this 
life; but he can lay no claim to an everlasting reward in heaven. 
But as regards our eternal recompense, God’s goodness and 
liberality beautifully provided, and to our advantage. How so? 
In order to make this intelligible, we will say, God has a book 
in which He records all our good works, all our merits. This, 
of course, is but humanly spoken, and we must not thereby 
represent to ourselves a book made of paper and bound in leather; 
no, we understand thereby the all-knowing faculty of God. 
Now, : when a person commits mortal sin, the book in which 
his good works are recorded is closed, put aside, and, as it were, 
forgotten. God, being now an enemy of this person, no longer 
deigns to look upon him, and should he die in this condition, 
he will not receive the least reward for any good deed he ever 
performed during life. But as soon as he recovers the state of 
grace and the friendship of God by a good confession, or an 
act of perfect contrition, the book, in which are Still recorded 
all the good works he had done before his fall, is again brought 
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forth; God then restores to him all he had lost by sin; besides 
he receives the additional merit which he acquired by his act of 
perfect contrition or by penance. 

The subsequent good work he performs is then just as 
meritorious as his state of sanctifying grace was great before he 
committed mortal sin; and, on account of the new growth of 
sanctifying grace in virtue of his penance, this good work has 
become more meritorious than any similar good work previously 
had been. 

The same, however, is not the case with regard to sin. 
Sin, once remitted, is not resuscitated if a person relapses into 
sin, and is not reckoned anew to man’s guilt, because God 
desires man’s greater glory, not his greater punishment. This 
fact is a great consolation for those who during their lifetime 
have committed many grievous sins and have expiated them by 
a contrite confession. 


DVO SO 


Vocal Prayer Necessary. 





Among the means which are most beneficial and efficacious 
for giving aid and consolation to the suffering souls in purga- 
tory are indulgences. But in order to gain indulgences, either 
for oneself or for the departed, it is necessary to comply with the 
conditions laid down by the Church. We call attention here 
only to one condition which is always prescribed for the gaining 
of indulgences, viz., prayer. This is to be said usually according 
to the intention of the Pope, for the propagation of Holy Church, 
for the extirpation of heresies and the conversion of heretics 
and infidels. 

Now, in order that the indulgences may be gained, this 
prayer must be, mark well, A VOCAL PRAYER. If anyone says 
the Our Father, etc., only in his thoughts, he cannot gain the 
indulgences granted by the Church. 

If, however, vocal prayer is necessary for the gaining of the 
indulgences, it is not to be understood that this prayer must be 
said aloud. Prayer is vocal if the words are merely articulated, 
and these may be articulated even though the words are not 
pronounced aloud. It is not necessary to say or whisper the 
indulgenced prayers so loud that those who are near be disturbed 
thereby. 
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If you, dear reader, have understood this condition, thank God 
for you have thereby probably been spared a great spiritual 
loss. If you were ignorant in this matter, this lack of knowledge 
was not sinful, but neither did you gain the indulgences. Perhaps 
there are others among your friends who do not know of this. 
Remind them of it, in order that ignorance on this point may 
not deprive them and the poor souls of the precious indulgences. 
Do not forget, vocal prayer is necessary. 

We have printed a booklet entitled “Indulgenced Prayers 
and Aspirations”, containing the most beautiful and familiar 
indulgenced prayers. These prayers are short and arranged in 
the following general order: Indulgenced prayers to the Triune 
God, to God the Father, to Jesus Christ the Incarnate Son of 
God, to the Sacred Heart of Jesus, to Jesus in the Blessed 
Sacrament, to the Holy Ghost, to the Blessed Virgin, to the 
Holy Family, to St. Joseph, to the Guardian Angel and Patron 
Saint, and for the Souls in Purgatory. In order to assure the 
widest possible circulation for this booklet, it will be sold at the 
low price of five cents per copy; 100 copies, $3.00. 


SOV SO 


For the Feast of the Assumption. 
August 15th. 





41] ROM the very beginning, Holy Church has been 
accustomed to celebrate the anniversary of the 
death of the saints and elect with special solem- 
nity. On these days a sacred joy is expressed in 

—s her songs; her greetings, her thanksgivings and 
prayers ascend to heaven like clouds of frankincense. 

But if the Church celebrates the anniversary of the death of 
the blessed with such great festivities, how will she not exult in 
jubilation, praise and thanksgiving, on the day on which the Queen 
of saints left this earth, to reign at the right hand of her Divine 
Son, over angels and saints. 

An elect soul departing from this world, is merely a pilgrim 
returning to his fatherland, a victorious champion now crowned 
with his laurels, a weary laborer receiving the wages from his 
master, a prisoner breaking his chains, an exile returning to his 
country, a loving child eagerly hastening to its father’s embrace. 
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But when the Blessed Virgin breathed forth her last sigh, she 
was a Queen of wealth, grandeur and splendor, coming from a 
distant kingdom to take possession of her throne; she was the 
most beautiful, most pure, most lovely spouse, coming to enjoy 
the embraces of her Divine Bridegroom; she was the happiest 
of mothers, coming to share with her Son the power, the glory 
and the kingdom. 

When the Blessed Virgin died, she was the most beautiful 
lily, taken from the midst of thorns, and placed in the garden of 
heaven; she was the mysterious rose transplanted from the desert 
jnto the celestial paradise; she was the chosen daughter of God 
the Father, the mother of God the Son, the spouse of the Holy 

















Ghost, the mistress of angels, the mediatrix of men, the treasurer 
of God’s graces. Mary is the blessed among women, who, like 
the gleaming aurora rises up to the palace of the great King, 
eternally to reign over all creatures. 

At the sweet summons of her Divine Son, this Blessed 
Mother leaves this inhospitable earth; her heart, consumed with 
the fire of love, throbs for the last time; her pure soul separates 
itself from her immaculate body; her earthly life is ended and 
her eternal royalty has begun. 

The Assumption of the Blessed Virgin is her great day of 
triumph, her glorious day of honor. On this day she received 
from the hands of the Triune God, the crown and scepter, to 
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reign as Queen over all angels and saints, and through her all- 
powerful intercession to be the mediatrix between heaven and 
earth. Is there a soul who sincerely loves Mary, who would not 
celebrate this sublime feast with ardent devotion, or who would 
neglect to thank God for the honor, glory and bliss which He, 
on this day, bestowed on His glorious Mother? 


ISOS 


“In the Name of God.” 





V was in a flourishing condition. One customer rec- 

ommended the place to another, although the shop- 
DS keeper was not especially courteous; occasionally 
he even offended his patrons by remarks of ridicule on religious 
subjects. 

His wife, however, was truly an angel. Her open, winning 
countenance, plainly reflected true kindness of heart with all its 
related virtues, so that anyone who once saw her received a 
lasting impression of her goodness and amiability. Peaceably 
and gently she performed her household duties, her thoughts 
ever ascending heavenward, whence the destinies of men are 
being directed by an all-wise and loving Providence. 

Her favorite maxim: “In the name of God!” graced all her 
conversations, admonitions, commands and words of consolation. 
When her husband’s business required his absence in the even- 
ing, and he called to her, “Good night,” she made answer, “In 
the name of God.” And if he stripped their little garden in 
order to decorate his shop-window with a bouquet of flowers 
which all too soon withered in the sun, she said again, “In the 
name of God.” 

There is a saying that even the flies on the wall annoy 
those who have no troubles, and this proved true also of this 
merchant. He might have been happy and contented, but the 
customary expression of his pious wife, to whom he was other- 
wise tenderly devoted, was a constant annoyance to him. He 
often rebuked her for what he termed a foolish and ridiculous 
custom and declared that he did not wish to hear it anymore. 

His good wife, however, was not disconcerted. She had 
learned this ejaculation when a girl in a religious institution, and 


- ze HERE lived in Muenster a merchant whose business 
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it ever reminded her of her happy childhood days. Now she 
sometimes wept in secret; why should she not in these times of 
trial also say, “In the name of God!” 

Prosperity in business is fluctuating and uncertain, and even 
the most clever tradesman can sometimes find himself on a 
shaky foundation. A friend may go bankrupt; a debtor evades 
his obligations by flight; a creditor refuses to wait for his pay- 
ments; in short — before long, our business man was deeply in 
debt. The troubled expression of his countenance did not escape 
the vigilance of his faithful wife. She knew that something was 
wrong, when she beheld him so gravely absorbed in his account 
book, or hastening from one friend to another without a word 
of explanation to her. . 

At last she made up her mind to ask him the cause of his 
depression. “Charles,” she said, as once again he sat in his 
arm-chair brooding gloomily, “Charles, is there no possibility of 
help?” He gave a deep sigh, raised his weary eyes and said 
almost in a whisper, “I am in despair.” 

The good woman now drew forth from beneath her white 
apron a small linen bag. It was filled with gold pieces, and 
contained the savings which her ceaseless industry had laid 
aside since their wedding day, eighteen years ago. Slowly her 
husband reached for the bag, open it mechanically, poured its 
contents out upon the table, counted and counted, then said 
sadly, “It will not reach.” 

Now she drew from her bosom a carefully folded paper, a 
bank note, a gift which had been willed to her by her god- 
mother. He threw a glance at the paper, his face brightened, 
and his pale lips breathed the words, “It’s almost enough.” 

Hereupon his wife reached into a leather hand-bag, drew 
out silver and golden jewelry, old ducats, etc. — remembrances 
from dear companions of her youth — placed one after another 
upon the account book and at last the wedding ring of her 
dear departed mother. 

“That will do! I can pay the debts!” exclaimed her hus- 
band deeply moved, “but are you willing to suffer want and by 
manual labor to help support our home?” 

“In the name of God, yes,” said the angelic wife. Her hus- 
band did not rebuke her this time. He lovingly embraced her, 
pressed a kiss upon her lips and likewise said, “In the name of 
God.” 


Husband and wife ever after lived in loving harmony. 
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Through their untiring efforts the threatening evil was averted, 
they were restored to their former prosperity, and were distin- 
guished for their charity to their fellow-men. Henceforth the 
husband and wife often, and with a grateful heart, would say, 
“In the name of God.” 


QO OOS OS 


From the “Golden Book.” 





We Offer and Consecrate Ourselves Wholly to Mary, 
in Order to Belong Wholly to Jesus. 


2d N order to practice this excellent devotion, says Blessed 

de Montfort, we should first choose some principal 

¥ feast, on which to offer and consecrate ourselves to 

= Mary; and we do this of our own free will, purely 
from love, without the least constraint. We, therefore, offer to 
Mary, and through her to Jesus, all that we are and have, with- 
out the least exception or reserve. We offer her our body and 
our soul; our body with all its faculties; our exterior goods of 
fortune, our home, our family, our income, in order to make 
use of them as well as we know how, for the honor and according 
to the will of God and of Mary. Moreover, we dedicate to her 
our spiritual and interior treasures, namely, our merits, graces, 
virtues, and good works, not only of the past and present, but 
also of the future; in a word, all that we have or may in future 
have, in the order of nature, of grace or of glory. All this we 
dedicate to the Blessed Virgin without reserve, for all eternity, 
not expecting any other recompense for our sacrifice than the 
honor of belonging to Jesus Christ through Mary and in Mary. 

This is the act of consecration, in virtue of which you sacrifice 
to Jesus, through the hands of the ever Blessed Virgin Mary, 
that which is most precious and dear to you. You forfeit the 
right of disposing of the interior value or fruit of your good 
works, prayers, alms, mortifications, etc., so as to leave the entire 
disposal of them to the Blessed Virgin, to be applied as she 
wills to the greater glory of God, which no one knows better 
than she. 

Moreover, we give by this devotion to the Mother of God, 
all our prayers and good works, in so far as they are satisfactory 
and impetratory, that she may distribute and apply them to 
whom she pleases. After having made this oblation, though 
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without vow, we are no longer masters of the value or fruits of 
our good works, prayers, etc., for the Blessed Virgin may apply 
them according to her good pleasure, now, for the relief of a 
suffering soul in purgatory, or again, she may apply the fruit 
of our good works to obtain for some poor sinner the grace of 
conversion. 

If, after having thus consecrated ourselves to Mary, we desire 
to afford relief to a soul in purgatory, or preserve an unfortunate 
soul from eternal perdition, or aid another of our friends by 
prayer, etc., we have, in virtue of our consecration to Mary, 
given up our right to do so directly through ourselves; but we 
can humbly ask the Blessed Virgin to do it in our stead. We 
may rest assured, however, that by giving ourselves in this 
manner unselfishly to Mary, neither the souls in purgatory, nor 
poor sinners, nor our friends, nor we ourselves will be the losers. 

Finally, we give to Mary, in virtue of this true devotion, our 
actual merit, which we obtain through every truly good work, 
that is to say, our right for an increase of sanctifying grace. 
This right we relinquish to the Blessed Virgin, not that she may 
apply these merits to others, for that were impossible, but that 
she may preserve sanctifying grace in us, elevate and beautify 
this most precious treasure. 

The “Golden Book” contains a clear and definite explana- 
tion of the true devotion to the Mother of God, according to 
Blessed Montfort. It also contains a large assortment of prayers 
and devotions in the spirit of Blessed Montfort, and numerous 
prayers to the Blessed Virgin composed by the saints. These 
prayers are incomparable in beauty and unction, and draw the 
soul powerfully to Mary. The book is not sold but is given as 
a premium for new subscriptions for our magazine. We have 
sent out hundreds of copies of the “Golden Book” as premiums 
and every one seems delighted with it. 


For 3 new subseriptions to ‘‘Tabernacle and Purgatory,’’ paid 
in advance, we will mail you a copy of the ‘‘Golden Book,’’ in 
black binding, red edges. 

For 5 new subscriptions paid in advance, a copy of the ‘‘Golden 
Book,’’ in leather binding, gilt edges. 

Those who prefer rosaries as premiums, can get them under 
the following conditions: 

For 5 new subscriptions paid in advance a gold-chain rosary, 
five years guarantee. 

For 10 new subscriptions paid in advance, a gold-chain 
rosary, ten years guarantee. 

Before the rosaries are sent to your address they will be 
blessed with the Dominican, Bridgetine, and Crosier indulgences. 
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Apparition of a Priest. 





1, HE remarkable story here related was told by a 
Church dignitary, whose name is mentioned with 


& BES, 
“§ 


ya%x4| respect and reverence wherever the English tongue 


Soyo) is spoken. One evening the bishop had accepted 
Siee8E 4) an invitation to dine with some friends. His 
arrival was somewhat earlier than expected, and a servant directed 
him into the parlor. When entering the room, he noticed a priest 
there, a stranger, seated on a sofa. In his hand he held a book, 
apparently a breviary, which engrossed his attention. 

As the bishop entered, the priest immediately arose, bowed 
politely, then without a word resumed his reading. The stranger 
was a strong, well built man, evidently accustomed to a very 
active life. His features bore a remarkable expression of weari- 
ness and anxiety, and the bishop wondered whence he came and 
who he might be. 

Soon other guests arrived. The hostess now also appeared 

.and was profuse in her apologies to his Lordship for not having 
been present to receive him. While yet they were speaking 
dinner was announced. The bishop had intended to inquire who 
the stranger was, but in the meantime it had escaped his mind. 
When they were seated at table, he glanced at the different 
faces around him, and not seeing the priest among the guests, 
said with some surprise to the hostess who sat near him, “Where 
is the priest who was sitting in the parlor? It seems he is not 
at dinner.” A strange expression passed over the face of the hostess, 
and she quickly replied in a whisper, “Did you really see him?” 

“Yes,” said the bishop, “but I beg your pardon, I fear I 
have touched upon a disagreeable subject, perhaps a family 
mystery. I had not the least intention of doing so, and merely 
thought that the priest was a guest. His presence aroused my 
interest inasmuch as I would have been pleased to make his 
acquaintance; however, if for some reason you wish the matter 
to be kept a secret, it is scarcely necessary for me to assure you 
that you may depend on me.” 

“No, no!” replied the lady almost inaudibly, “your Lordship 
has misunderstood me. There is nothing that I would conceal 
from you, although my husband does not wish the matter spoken 
of. I was surprised to hear that you saw the priest, because 
thus far he has shown himself only to members of our family. 
What you saw, was not a visitor, but an apparition.” 
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From the World Beyond. 


“An apparition!” exclaimed the bishop in astonishment. 

“Yes,” replied the lady, “nor can there be any doubt about 
it being an apparition from the world beyond, for within the two 
years we have occupied this house, the priest has appeared to 
my husband and myself at least ten times, and always in such a 
manner that there can be no question of an illusion nor of our 
being deceived. We have, however, been unable to solve the 
mystery, and as we are convinced that it could not proceed from 
natural causes, we decided not to speak of the matter to anyone. 
But now since your Lordship yourself has seen the apparition, 
may I beg a favor of you?” 

“Most certainly, if it be in my power.” 

“IT have often thought,” she continued, “that if anyone had 
the courage to address the apparition, we might be delivered 
from it. Would your Lordship make some excuse and return 
to the parlor, just a few moments to see whether the priest is 
still there, and in case he is, will you not speak to him and 
conjure him to stay away from this house — in a word, apply 
the exorcism of the Church!” 

After some hesitation the bishop consented and decided to 
make an attempt. The other guests had evidently taken no 
notice of the subject of their conversation, as they had spoken 
in a low tone. The bishop arose, excused himself, and left the 
room. Not without a feeling of dread, as may well be imagined, 
he entered the parlor, and behold — the priest was Still on the 
same spot — reading attentively as before. The bishop approach- 
ed slowly, but with firm determination, and stood directly in 
front of the apparition. Bowing politely, the priest greeted him 
as before, but this time, instead of turning his eyes again to his 
book, his gaze, which expressed indescribable weariness, yet a 
degree of suppressed and longing expectancy, rested on the face 
of the bishop. After a momentary silence the bishop said slowly 
and solemnly, “I conjure you in the name of God, tell me who 
you are and what you desire.” 


“Il Am a Catholic Priest.” 


The priest closed the book, arose from the sofa, stood before 
the bishop and after a slight pause said in deep and measured 
tones: 

“I have never yet been thus conjured; | will tell you who I 








94 Tabernacle and Purgatory 


am and what I desire... As you see I am a Catholic priest. 
Eighty years ago this house belonged to me. I was a good 
horseman and my favorite pastime was hunting, an amusement 
I indulged at every opportunity. One day as | was preparing to 
join a hunting party, a young lady of high rank came and 
begged me to hear her confession. I may not, of course, men- 
tion what she said, but her confession touched the honor of one 
of the most distinguished houses of England. I considered the 
matter of such great importance, and the case so complicated, 
that I did a very imprudent thing — something that is sinful and 
forbidden by the Church — I wrote down some points from the 
confession I had heard. 

“Having absolved and dismissed the lady, I found that it 
was barely possible for me to arrive in time at the appointed 
place, still, despite my great haste, I fully realized the extreme 
importance of carefully concealing the notes | had taken, in order 
that the terrible secret which had just been confided to me might 
remain hidden. 

“For certain purposes which I need not now explain, I had 
made a little hiding-place in one of the lower halls, the opening 
of which was closed with bricks placed in loosely. This, I 
thought, would be the proper place where, at all events, the 
paper would be perfectly secure until I returned from the chase. 
I would then at my leisure try to solve the case and immediately 
afterwards destroy the paper. I quickly laid it in a book, ran 
down Stairs, threw the book into the opening in the wall, replaced 
the bricks, jumped into the saddle and galloped away... The 
same day while on the hunting-grounds, | was thrown from my 
horse and instantly killed. 

“It has been my sad lot ever since, to remain in this my 
earthly home in order to avert the consequences of my sin — to 
endeavor to prevent any possibility of the fatal paper being 
discovered. Hitherto no human being has had the courage to 
speak to me as you did; until now it seemed as though | should 
never have any hopes of being released from my awful task. 
But will you deliver me? If I show you where the book lies 
concealed, will you swear by all that you hold sacred, that you 
will destroy the paper without reading it, — without letting any 
human eye fall upon even a word of its contents? Will you 
give me your word of honor to do this?” 

“I give you my word of honor,” replied the bishop solemnly, 
“that I will faithfully comply with every detail of your wishes.” 
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“Follow Me!” 


The priest’s gaze now became so penetrating, that it seemed 
he would fathom the bishop’s very soul. The result of his 
scrutiny was evidently satisfactory, for he turned around, saying 
with a deep sigh of relief, “Very well, follow me!” 

With the Strange sensation born of the knowledge that he 
was dealing with a being from the invisible world, the bishop 
followed. Down the wide Sstair-case they went, into the lower 
corridors, then down a narrow stairs made of stone which led 
into a cellar or vault-like apartment. Suddenly the priest Stopped 


and turned round. 
“This is the spot,” he said, touching the wall with his hand; 


“remove the cement coat, take away the bricks, and you will 
find the place of concealment of which I spoke to you. Mark 
the place well, and remember your promise!” 

The bishop looked at the spot carefully, closely examined 
the wall, and then turned to the priest to ask something more — 
but what was his amazement to find that his strange companion 
had disappeared. All alone he stood there in the dimly lighted 
passage. He had expected the apparition to vanish suddenly, 
nevertheless, a feeling akin to terror crept over him, despite his 
efforts to suppress it; he ran up the stairs and reentered the 
dining-room pale and breathless. 

The guests had begun to wonder what detained the bishop 
so long, and now his hasty entrance and agitated appearance 
attracted the attention of all. Unable to compose himself for 
the moment, he referred their anxious inquiries to the hostess. 
After some hesitation, she explained to them what had taken 
place, and why the bishop had left the room. We can easily 
imagine that her words were followed with profound attention. 
But the excitement reached its climax when the bishop, who 
had somewhat regained his composure, found himself obliged to 
relate what had happened, as it was now impossible to keep it 
secret. With the eloquence so peculiar to him, he related his 
Strange experience, and probably never before did he address so 
attentive an audience. 

When he concluded, all agreed that a mason be sent for at 
once to make an opening in the wall, in order to ascertain 
whether or not there was any truth in the whole affair. The 
mason came, and the whole party followed the bishop down the 
Stairs to witness the result. The bishop shuddered when he again 
found himself in the passage where his ghostly companion had 
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left him without a word of farewell; but he pointed out the exact 
spot on the wall, and the mason immediately set to work. 

The man proceeded to remove the masonry from the spot 
designated and took out a few bricks. Although no one was 
surprised, there was nevertheless a marked excitement among 
the guests, when the workman announced that there was a 
hollow space within the wall, measuring about two feet square, 
and a foot and a half deep. The host pressed forward to look 
in, but presently recollecting himself, he stepped back to make 
room for the bishop. 

“For the moment I forgot about the promise your Lordship 
made,” he said, “you alone have the right to investigate.” 


An Old-fashioned Book in Heavy Binding. 


Pale, yet composed, the bishop approached, and after glanc- 
ing into the opening, he reached in and drew forth an old-fashioned 
book, in heavy binding, thickly covered with dust and mould. 
A shudder ran through the whole assembly, but no one uttered 
a sound; all gazed with reverence and expectancy at the bishop 
as he slowly and carefully opened the book. After turning a few 
pages, he came across an old yellow piece of paper on which 
were a few hastily written lines. The bishop being convinced 
that this was the object of his search, averted his eyes from its 
contents, and as the company drew back to let him pass, he 
carried it carefully up the stairs, stepped into the nearest room 
and threw it into the blazing fire on the hearth. Not until the 
last bit of the mysterions paper had been burned to ashes did 
anyone utter a word, and even then, though one or the other 
was heard to exclaim: “How strange! How wonderful! Who 
would ever have thought of such a thing!” the majority were 
too much overcome to express their feelings. 

The bishop knew full well that no one present could ever 
forget this Divine manifestation, — he least of all; and in fact, 
years afterwards, he never spoke of the occurrence without deep 
emotion. The apparition was never again seen in the house, 
where for so long a time the priest had watched over his guilty 
secret. 








SANTA BARBARA LINIMENT. 


An Excellent Remedy for 
Muscular Rheumatism and Neuralgia. 


{ Any one suffering from neuralgia or rheumatism con- 
tracted by a cold, which is frequently the case during the 
damp, chilly weather, will act prudently by at once using 
our Santa Barbara Liniment. 


{| This Liniment is to be used only externally. For forty 
years it has proved a most effective remedy for rheumatic 
pains, neuralgia and stiffness in muscles and joints. 


“| For these ailments, Santa Barbara Liniment cannot 
be surpassed, and as arule, effects a speedy and perma- 
nent cure, if used according to directions and at the proper 
time. For ordinary attacks one bottle suffices, but very 
severe cases may need two bottles. 


4 We are in possession of many testimonials received 
during the last few years, expressing gratitude and ac- 
knowledging the efficaciousness of this Liniment. 


4] Every family ought to keep the Santa Barbara Lini- 
ment on hand as a home remedy, that it can be applied 
when any member has contracted rheumatism or neuralgia 
by a cold. 


{ Price per bottle $1.00. 


4 Can be procured genuine only from 
BENEDICTINE CONVENT, CLYDE, MO. 


—_—_—_— ——-o— > 0 


Tabernacle and Purgatory. 


Published under the direction of Rev. P. Lukas, 0O.S.B., by the 
Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Mo. 

Issued in English and in German, eight times a year, viz.: January, Feb- 
ruary, March, May, June, August, October and November. 
Subscription, per year 50 cents 
For Canada, Ireland and England 60 cents 


Entered as second-class matter Merch 19, 1907, at the post office at Clyde, Mo. 
under the Act of Congress of March 3, 79. 





